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Cutting the Grass 


“There,” said father as lunch came 
to an end, “there are three quarters, and 
they will belong to three boys I know if 
the lawn at the back of the house is cut by 
the time I return from the office this after- 
noon.” And so saying father laid three 
quarters on the table in front of his plate. 

“Aw, but, Dad,” whined Gerry, “that 
gtass is awfully long.” 

“And I’ve got several other things I’d 
planned to do this afternoon,” said George. 

“The grass certainly is long,” said father. 
“That’s why I want it cut. I was looking at 
it this morning. It’s a disgrace to the fam- 
ily. I’'d hate to find out what the neighbors 
must be thinking. And as for your plans, 
George, it surely won’t take more than an 
hour for three husky boys to mow that 
small lawn, and then you can have the rest 
of the afternoon to yourself.” 

Father picked up the three quarters and 
put them in his pocket. “I do hope you'll 
not waste a lot of time. I expect to be home 
early from the office, and I’d love to see the 
lawn cut and trimmed when I get back.” 

With that he was gone. 

“Might as well get at it right away,” said 
Jim, who was the oldest. 

“But it’s going to be such a lot of work,” 
sighed George. 

“Then the sooner we start the better.” 

“You mow, then,” said Gerry, “and 
George and I will trim the edges.” 

Jim agreed. He was older and a good 
deal larger and stronger than his broth- 
ers and really didn’t mind taking the heavy 
end of the load. 

But alas, it was soon evident that mowing 
that lawn was going to be a much bigger 
job than even George had anticipated. 

The grass was much taller than anyone 
had thought it was. 

It was still wet from a recent rain. 
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And the mower was old and blunt and 
unusually heavy. 

The wheels slipped on the wet grass, the 
clippings matted together and choked the 
blades. Jim, for all his strength, was ex- 
hausted after just a couple of cuts the 
length of the lawn. 

“Let me try,” said Gerry. But he was 
worn out after only half a length. (The 
lawn was the size of a tennis court.) 

“Then let’s see what I can do,” i 
George. But he was the weakest of the 
brothers, and had to give up after just a 
few feet. 

“I know,” said Gerry. “How about Jim 
and I pushing together? That ought to do 
. 

It helped, no doubt about it. The two 
boys did about three lengths. But by then 
they were so fagged out they threw them- 
selves down on the grass to rest. 

Suddenly it dawned on them that at this 
rate they would never be done. Dad would 
be disappointed—and there would be no 
quarters handed out. 

George came up smiling. “I’ve got it!” 
he said. “Wait here till I run to the house.” 

He returned moments later dragging a 
light rope. ““We’ll tie this on the axle at each 
end of the blades, then Gerry and I will 
pull while Jim pushes.” 

It was just what was needed. With every- 
one working together, the mower flew up 
and down the lawn. 

“There’s nothing like teamwork for get- 
ting things done!” said Gerry. 

In next to no time the grass was cut, and 
the three boys tackled the edges. Using al- 
most every imaginable cutting tool—hedge 
shears, grass shears, even an old pair of scis- 
sors—they soon had this job done too. 

And none too soon! For scarcely had they 
put the tools away when they heard the 
sound of car tires on the driveway gravel, 
and dad appeared around the corner of the 
house. 

“What a wonderful job you’ve done!” he 
exclaimed. “This lawn hasn’t looked so, 
good in years!” 

His hand went into his trouser pocket 
and there was a clinking sound that three 
grinning boys understood very well. 


Your friend, 
































Larry and Ted went exploring 
by themselves. 


THE CASTLE on the CLIFF 


By PAMELA WESTON 


pial could have chosen a better spot 
for a campsite. 

Even the Jones boys, who seemed to ex- 
cel in every kind of mischief, were awed by 
the breath-taking beauty of their surround- 
ings. 

What more could a boy wish for? Sea, 
caves, cliffs, and only a mile away, to quote 
Larry, the older brother, “The crumbliest 
old castle ruin in Britain, with a dungeon 
and a keep and miles of underground pas- 
sages!” 

Ted’s eyes were wide with excitement 
as he listened to his brother’s recital. 





“Sounds a super place to me. Let's slip off 
on our own tomorrow and do some explor- 
ing while the cricket match is on! We're 
not on the team, so we're not likely to be 
missed.” 

“Just what I was thinking. Of course, 
Mr. Lee has promised to lead the party 
himself tomorrow after the match. He said 
something about knowing the cliffs well. 
But you know what a bore grownups can 
be. It’s “Watch this’ and ‘Mind that’; they're 
always much too cautious. Well, this time 
we'll have our preview before the mob 
takes over!” To page 18 
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It was a great old castle with—folks said—a dungeon and a keep and miles of underground passages. 
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LISA'S TANGLES 


By PHYLLIS E. JOHNSTON 


pap first job my mother had when she was 
a young woman was to take care of two 
children all summer. 

She was very excited as she rode in the 
train toward the mountains. The children 
she was to care for were a six-year-old girl 
and a four-year-old boy. The parents were 
very wealthy, and Maude wondered what 
sort of people they would be. 

It was not long before she would find out, 
for the train was already pulling into the 
country station. Maude was soon heading 
toward the large house that was to be her 
home for the next three months. 

After becoming acquainted with her new 
employers, Mr. and Mrs. Harolds, she was 
introduced to Lisa and Thomas. Lisa had 
long blond hair and blue eyes like her fa- 
ther’s, and little Tom was darker like his 
mother. 

Lisa’s hair at first glance looked like any 
other child’s, but as Maude ran her hand 
down over it in a gesture of friendliness she 
noticed that though the surface was smooth, 
underneath was a mass of thick snarls. Even 
though the child’s hair was fine and easily 
tangled, it was obvious even on short ob- 
servation that these snarls had not been 
brushed or combed in a long time. 

Mrs. Harolds, seeing that Maude had 
noticed Lisa’s hair, explained hastily, “Lisa 
had the mumps last winter and her hair be- 
came so tangled no one could comb 
through it. I suppose she will have to have 
it cut. All the other girls will have long 
hair at school, but I do not know what else 
we can do.” 

Maude wondered why the mother hadn’t 
cut the hair right after Lisa was sick, so it 
would have had time to grow again, but 


Lisa was obviously a strong-willed girl and 
used to having her own way. 

In spite of Maude’s misgivings, supper 
and bedtime came and went uneventfully, 
and Maude settled herself to her job of un- 
packing and arranging her own room. She 
was not looking forward to the next day, 
for she did not want to leave the snarls in 
Lisa’s hair, nor did she wish to antagonize 
the little girl on the very first day. She went 
to bed hoping a plan would come to her to 
help her through this first problem. She was 
determined that the problem should be 
solved at once so it would have no chance 
to ruin the summer. She felt that the way 
she handled it would set a pattern in the 
minds of the children in regard to future 
problems, and she breathed a special prayer 
for guidance before she fell asleep. 

Next morning after breakfast Maude got 
the comb and brush and asked Lisa to sit be- 
side her on a bench that was in the nursery. 
Lisa looked apprehensive but obeyed. Maude 
spoke softly to her. 

“Lisa, would you really like to wear your 
hair long next year at school?” 

Lisa hesitated a long while before she an- 
swered, “Yes, but I don’t want it to hurt.” 

“Lisa,” Maude continued, “if I promise 
to be as careful as I can, will you let me try 
to take some of the snarls out?” 

“Will it hurt?” Lisa asked. 

“I don’t think it will hurt much at all if 
you sit very still,” answered Maude. “I will 
be extra careful, and when we finish it won't 
hurt any more.” 

Lisa thought of how it hurt every day 
just to brush on top of the snarls. Then she 
thought of the other girls at school with 
long hair, and of the days ahead without 








JUNIOR GUIDE is 
12, DC... USA. 


ublished and printed every Wednesday b 
ond-class postage paid P Washington, 


the Review and Herald Publishing Assn., Washington 
ue Copyright, 1961, Review and Herald Publishing 


ssn., Washington 12, D. 


4 { JUNIOR GUIDE 











| @ 

















the snarls. She finally consented to the or- 
deal. 

Maude set to work with a prayer in her 
heart. She combed and brushed a small area 
at a time. While she worked she told Lisa 
stories about the things they would do in the 
woods and fields or along the beach all sum- 
mer. The time flew by and before they knew 
it Maude was saying, “Well, Tommy, how 

oes your sister look?” 

Tommy stopped his play to look ap- 
provingly at his sister. Her long hair was 
hanging straight down her back without a 
snarl anywhere. 

That afternoon Mrs. Harolds was quite 
surprised, and even more surprised that 
Lisa hadn’t objected. She expressed her dis- 
appointment that at night the hair would 
become tangled again, but said she hoped it 
would be easier to comb now that the old 
tangles were gone. 

Lisa laughed gaily, for Maude and she 
had a secret plan. Just before bedtime 
Maude brushed Lisa’s hair carefully and 
made one long braid down the back. Then 
she tied it securely. Next morning it was 
no chore at all to comb the long hair, be- 
cause there were no snarls in it. 


At the end of summer Lisa’s hair was not 
only long and well brushed for school but 
because of the nightly braiding it was also 
quite wavy and lovely indeed. Lisa and her 
mother were delighted, and of course so 
was Maude. 

Sometimes our lives become snarled with 
sin. A little lie gets us entangled in bigger 
lies, or something else keeps us from being 
pure and clean. Like Lisa’s hair, we may 
look all right on the outside while the 
snarls of sin lie underneath. 

We must face the issue squarely and re- 
alize that with God's help we can untangle 
all the snarls one by one. And once they 
are unsnarled we must be careful to keep 
them that way. We cannot braid our lives, 
but through continued prayer we can keep 
close to God and He will help us to re- 
main pure and holy, ready for that glorious 
school of eternity. 








pt ig PS 
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Combing out the tangles in Lisa’s hair would be a big job, but Maude began as gently as she could. 
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Spunky 


The 
Spunky 


Skunk 


By STEPHEN E. HAYES 
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UTH, look over there!” Laura exclaimed 
excitedly to her older sister as they were 

coming home from the swimming hole. 
“Is that a snake that Tony is after?” The 
shepherd dog was barking at a curved 
black form that showed above the grass, and 
indeed it did look like the head of an 
angry snake. 

The girls cautiously approached and 
saw, not a snake, but a tiny black-and- 
white animal with its long bushy tail 
raised straight up in the air. The fearless 
little creature refused to give an inch to 
the rather puzzled and bristling dog that, 
evidently having never seen such an ani- 
mal before, was undecided whether to 
pounce or not. 

Before he could attack, Ruth grabbed | 
his collar and declared, “That’s no snake. 

It’s a baby skunk! Isn’t he spunky, though! 

Run to the house quick, Laura, and get 
someone to come and catch him. I'll stay 

here and watch. You had better bring a 

sack or something to put him in,” she ° 
added, holding the eager dog. 

“All right,” Laura called over her shoul- 
der, already heading up the hill toward the 
house. 

In a short time she returned with her 
brother Jon, who was carrying a flour sack. 
“Where is he?” he asked breathlessly, 
opening up the sack as he ran. 

“Right over there,” pointed Ruth, still 
trying to hold Tony and at the same time 
keep an eye on the skunk, which by this 
time had quieted down. It was sniffing 
around, trying to find its way through the 
grass. Jon carefully picked it up by the 
tail and dropped it into the sack, and the 
children proudly returned to the house with 
their prize. 

Spunky, as the little skunk was appro- 
priately named, was so young that he had 
to be fed warm milk from a doll’s bottle. 
At night he was kept in a box near the 
bed, and for a week or two he was fed sev- 








eral times during the night. Later on °é@ a 


learned to drink milk from a bowl the 
same as a kitten would. He was introduced 
to many other things besides milk, such as 
ice cream, macaroni, soups, scrambled eggs, 
cobbler, and pie. In fact, his diet consisted 
of just about anything the family ate for 
supper. As many children would do, if his 
ice cream was given to him before the 
scrambled eggs he would eat the ice cream 
and nothing else! 














About the only thing from his natural diet 
that Spunky ate was grasshoppers. The 
girls often took him out to the pasture and 
caught them for him. He chewed them with 
great relish and showed his appreciation 
by smacking his little lips. 

We often wondered what our skunk, so 
tiny his eyes were barely open when we 
found him, was doing wandering around 
by himself in the middle of the day. Skunks 

@: creatures of the night, and the mother 
will take her little ones out in the dark to 
hunt food and to teach them how skunks 
are supposed to live. All the little ones 
string out in a procession behind her. Evi- 
dently our pet was the last one in line and 
was left behind. He probably wandered 
around in the grass until discovered by the 
dog and the girls the next day. 

A few days after Spunky joined the fam- 
ily, he was taken to the veterinarian for 
the removal of his musk glands, a painless 
process. After this operation he was 
cleaner than a cat. Sometimes after giving 
him a bath, Laura would sprinkle him with 
perfumed powder. Then he really smelled 

| sweet! 
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At the word skank most people recoil 
in horror, for the temory of the skunk’s 
odor comes to their mind’. Many people 
have had no contact with these little furred 
creatures, except for the offensive smell of- 
ten found along the highways, where many 
skunks lose their lives under the wheels of 
thoughtless drivers. Their dislike is based 
entirely on this factor, for skunks are very 
likable and make affectionate pets. And 
they don’t smell except when they are de- 
fending themselves. 

Skunks belong to the weasel family. 
They are usually black with contrasting 
bands of white running down the back. 
But sometimes the white is in rows of 
spots, usually forming a “V.” The designs 
vary considerably. Some animals are mostly 
white, others are nearly all black. Spunky 
was of the latter group, the only white 
consisting of a beanie on his head and a 
pin stripe down his nose. 

Spunky made good use of his long claws 
by digging into everything he could. His 
front legs were shorter than his hind ones; 
and he ran with a funny gallop or shuffle, 
not unlike that of a bear. He never realized 






Jon picked up the skunk by the tail and carefully dropped it into the flour sack. 
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that he no. longegx gould defend himself 
with his musk, glands. If anything fright- 
ened him, he would stamp. his tiny feet 
and raise his tail for action, Tony never 
bothered him after we told him that Spunky 
was a pet. He tried to make friends with 
him, but gave that up when Spunky, afraid 
of nothing, bit him on the nose! 

His favorite pastime was chasing Laura 
up and down the hall. When: he grew tired 
of this, he would dash under the nearest 
bed. He played with a ball of paper and 
string just as a kitten would, He loved to 
be petted and carried around on someone's 
shoulder; he didn’t care whose, just so he 
was carried. 


XEXKXRAARRARARARASAERARKREARFRARAFRAE 


WHEN I TALK TO JESUS 
By MARY GUSTAFSON 


I know the angels watch me 
As | go about my way, 
So | must kneel and close my eyes 
Before | start to say 
The words | have for Jesus’ ears, 
The thank-You's and the praise, 
The tearful I-am-sorry's 
About my naughty ways. 


He listens when | do 
The things | know I should. 

He takes away the dirty stains 
And helps me to be good. 

1 couldn't get along without 
These little talks, | know. 

I am glad He sends the angels 
To be with me where I go. 


AEARAKRRARKRKRRAARAKHKKAARAKAKAAAKAHARAKAA 


Spunky was very fond of riding in the 
car; he curled up in his box on the floor 
and spent most of his time asleep. When 
he was awake he would put his nose in the 
air vent and investigate all the different 
scents along the road. Several times he was 
taken to Charleston where Ruth was teach- 
ing school. Naturally, he became the pet 
and mascot of all her pupils. 

At another time he went to Mount Pis- 
gah Academy where Laura and Jon were 
going to school. While in the girls’ dormi- 
tory, becoming frightened by all the fuss 
people were making over him, he ran down 


8 / JUNIOR GUIDE 





the hall. A door was open and in he went, 
much to the alarm of the occupants! But 
it wasn’t long before he was being held 
and petted by nearly everyone, even though 
gingerly by a few. 

Once on a church picnic everyone 
wanted to feed him, and the little scamp 
obliged by eating everything offered: 
bread, cake, watermelon, ice cream, Vege- 
burgers, and even potatoes. He spent the 
rest of the afternoon on his back, in miser 
with a stomach-ache. | 

When Spunky was older he made his 
home in the cellar under our house. Every | 
evening he would come to the front door 
and scratch on it. Upon being let in, he 
would gallop to the kitchen for supper, 
then into the living room for play and 
petting. When we were ready for bed he 
would be put outside. He then returned 
to the cellar to stay until the next night. 

He dug tunnels all over the cellar and 
often came to supper with his face and 
feet covered with clay. 

One evening three insurance salesmen if 
called at our house. We were having some 
rather pointed discussions when I heard a 
scratching at the front door. 

“I believe I hear another insurance agent 
at the door,” I said, standing up and walk- 
ing over to it. 

Opening the door and stepping back, I 
said, “Oh, it’s you again. Well, come on in.” 

The agents were expecting someone to 
enter the room and didn’t see Spunky until 
he had ambled around the end of the couch 
right past their feet. In their surprise they 
suddenly forgot their business and soon de- 
parted. 

Spunky became quite a bit larger than 
his wild brothers, and his fur coat was very 
long and glossy. He could not see very 
well, so he depended on his keen sense 
of smell to find his way around. His large 
bushy tail was black with white hairs 
sprinkled in it. When stretched out on the 
floor he measured twenty-seven inches 
from the end of his nose to the tip of @ 
tail, and nine inches wide. 

When the mating season came we knew 
Spunky would try to go back to the woods, 
so each night we would let him into the 
house for supper, then shut the door 
tightly after putting him back into the cel- 
lar. We sent to a wild animal farm for 
another skunk to be his mate, but before 

To page 17 




















This is the first in a series of thrilling lion stories. 


OUT OF THE PAW OF THE LION-1 


©@ 


Lion Frightened by a Song 


By VIRGIL ROBINSON 


re day was very warm as Missionary 
Christopher Robinson trudged along the 
dusty road to inspect an outschool several 
miles from Malamulo Mission. 

Four African boys were with him, walk- 
ing dutifully some distance behind, carry- 
ing the bwana’s folding cot and bedding, 





JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


Suddenly the missionary stopped his singing. He had 
caught sight of the lion standing across his path. 


and some food for the journey, which 
might keep them from home for three or 
four days. 

Seeing a tree some distance ahead, Pas- 
tor Robinson hastened his steps, glad for 
the prospect of a few moments’ rest in the 
shade and a chance to escape the rays of 
the hot Nyasaland sun. Wearily he cast 
himself on the-'bank beside the road and 


' asked one’'of the’ boys for his water bottle. 


“Very “S6try,* Bwana, ‘but bottle, he 
empty,” féplied’ Muga, ‘regretfully -holding 
the bottle, upside down’ to’ show the sad 
state of affairs: ies 

“Too bad, too bad,” murmured ‘the mis- 
sionary, wiping the sweat from his brow. 
The next moment, however, his face 
brightened. 

“That's all right, Muga. Do you remem- 
ber? There is a spring near the road just 
beyond the Indian’s store. We can fill the 
bottle there.” 

The missionary would never dream of 
drinking water even from a running stream. 
For all such water must be boiled. But this 
spring was safe, and he would be happy to 
see it. 

Another mile and a half and he passed 
the Indian store. Then another half mile, 
and there was the well-worn path leading 
from the road through the tall grass, per- 
haps 150 yards, to the spring. Many an- 
other traveler along this road knew of it 
and rejoiced in its fresh, pure water. 

The boys said they were not thirsty, and 
Muga handed the empty bottle to Pastor 
Robinson, who set off down the path while 

To page 16 
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EDDIE'S OVERALLS 


By GRADY SMITH 


0 he DAD, are you going to town?” Eddie 
called as he bounded into the kitchen 
from the back yard where he had been 
feeding the chickens. 

“Yes, Eddie, I must pick up some sup- 
plies,” said a gray-haired man, looking up 
from the list of things his household would 
need during the next week. 

“Could you get me a new pair of overalls 
while you are in town?” inquired the freck- 
led-faced thirteen-year-old. “These that I 
have now have holes in the knees; and 
yesterday when I was milking the cow, I 
broke another metal snap off.” 

“Yes, I know you need clothes, son, but 
we don’t have much money. There are so 
many supplies I must buy in town today, 
that I won't have enough cash for all of 
them.” Mr. Smith rose from the table and 
walked to the stove the boy was filling with 
wood. “But if I can possibly save enough 
money on the supplies, I'll get you a good 
pair of overalls. Now go find your little sis- 
ter so we can eat and I can start for town. I 
want to get back home before dark, because 
that old truck has been acting up lately. 
I'd hate to be caught in the dark with a 
stalled truck.” 

“Belle! Belle! Where are you?” called 
Eddie, running out the back door in search 
of his eight-year-old sister. “Now I wonder 
where she has gone this time,” he thought, 
heading for the barn, which was Belle’s 
favorite hiding place. Just as Eddie stepped 
inside the barn door, a large pile of loose 
hay rained all over him and a giggling, 
dark-haired girl scrambled down from the 
hayloft. 

“My, what happened to you?” she asked 
in mock surprise. 

“You know perfectly well what hap- 
pened to me, you little rascal! Now get 
yourself up to the house if you want any din- 
ner; and we're having baked potatoes, your 
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favorite dish. Hurry! Dad wants to get off to 
town.” Eddie’s voice could sound very stern 
when he wanted it to, but his eyes were 
twinkling. 

“Well, Eddie, you and Belle wash the 
dishes while I am in town, please,” said fa- 
ther with his hat in his hand. 

“All right, Dad, we'll do a good job 
too! Please try to get me those new over- 
alls,” Eddie begged, picking up the wooden 
bucket. “I guess I might as well get some 
water first,’ and he headed for the well. 

As the old truck rattled down the clay 
road toward the highway, Mr. Smith was 
thinking: “Since mother died we've really 
had a hard time on the farm. And when the 
banks closed we lost nearly all of our 
money. Eddie will be very disappointed if 
I can’t get him those overalls; he needs 
them so badly! But I’m afraid I won't be 
able to get them after I buy all these sup- 
plies.” 

After the dishes were washed and stacked 
to dry, Belle decided to take a nap; Eddie, 
however, went out to the large front porch 
and sat down to do some serious thinking. 
“One thing’s sure,” he said to himself, “if 
dad is to get those overalls, he’s going to 
need a lot of help; and the only One I 
know who can help him is Jesus. So I’m go- 
ing to ask Him to see that there is enough 
money left to get them.” 

Eddie got up and walked slowly around 
the house and down the long path by the 
chicken pen to the barn. There he looke 
for a place to pray and knelt at last by th 
horses’ watering trough. There on the damp 
earth he prayed, “Dear Jesus, You know 
how much I need those overalls and what a 
hard time we are having. Please make a 
way clear for dad to get them. Thank You. 
Amen.” Then he rose from the ground and 
walked back to the porch, all the time feel- 
ing very sure that when his father returned 
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“Please, dear Jesus, help dad get me some new overalls,” Eddie prayed. 


from town he would have the new pair of 
overalls. 

But in town things were not developing 
favorably. “I’m very sorry, Mr. Smith, but 
that is the cheapest corn meal we have on 
hand. If you can come back in a few days 
we will have a cheaper brand then,” the fat, 
jolly-looking grocer told the sad-faced cus- 
tomer. 

“Oh, well, give me five pounds of what 
you do have,” answered Mr. Smith. As he 
walked from the general store, he thought, 
“At this rate I won't be able to get every- 
thing on my list; certainly I can’t get those 
overalls for Eddie.” Going from store to 
store, he saved a few cents here and a few 
more there, but as the afternoon wore on he 
could see he wasn’t saving enough to buy 
all he needed. 

At last, walking slowly down the street, 
he had an idea: “Maybe I could buy the 
overalls on credit from one of the stores 
where the manager knows me. Let's see, 
who has known me for the longest time? 
Oh, yes, Mr. Stevens over at the Town Dry 
Goods Store has been my friend for years. 
We went to school together. Surely he will 
extend credit to me. Here is the store.” 


“May I help you?” asked a smiling young 
woman. 

“Yes, I'd like to speak with Mr. Stevens, 
the manager,” answered Mr. Smith hope- 
fully. 

“Wait right here,” replied the young 
clerk, before hurrying into the back room. 

“Here are some overalls that would just 
fit Eddie,” Mr. Smith mused, looking 
through a large stack. 

In a few minutes a tall man walked from 
his office at the rear of the store. “Good 
afternoon, Mr. Smith,” the manager said 
upon meeting Eddie’s dad. “I haven't seen 
you for quite a spell. Is there something I 
can do for you?” 

“Well, Mr. Stevens, I have a problem. 
My son sorely needs some new clothes, espe- 
cially some new overalls, and I have no 
money to buy them with. I was wondering 
whether you could sell me a pair on credit. 
I will pay you next month when I sell my 
cotton.” 

There was a slight pause. “Mr. Smith, I 
would like very much to sell you what you 
need.” The words came slowly. “But we 
have not been making any money since this 

To page 19 
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OOK!” My sister shook my arm excitedly. 

“How can a horse learn to respond as 
quickly as he does? That critter and its 
rider must really understand each other!” 

During the next few minutes, six pairs 
of eyes were focused as in a trance on the 
reddish-brown mass of action-packed mus- 
cles that never ceased turning and twisting 
while dogging the bawling calf. The horse 
and rider were quick to anticipate each 
other; the horse turned, twisted, reared, and 
backed in immediate obedience to his young 
master’s commands. 

We were at a ranch, watching our first 
calf-cutting display performed by a horse 
we hoped to buy. 

“Watch him guide the horse. He is neck- 
reining plus using his knees,” dad said. 

After that we noticed that the rider laid 
the reins first on this side, then on that side 
of the horse’s neck, causing him to turn in 
the direction of the reins. 

Shortly the calf, cornered and bawling 
pitifully, was released from the corral. 

“Who wants to ride first?” Startled, four 
horse-happy girls turned to see a smiling 
Circle A rancher leading a white-marked 
red mare. 

“I do.” “No, I do.” “I’m the oldest, so I 
get to,” we argued. Soon we all had had our 
chances—and had swiftly changed our 
minds about buying just one horse. 

“We want this one too,” our eager voices 
shrilled, pointing to a black mare. 

But our parents, after a seemingly endless 
conference, decided to look elsewhere be- 
fore buying even one horse. 

Soon, however, we were back again to 
claim both. Red and Blackie, our logical 
choice of names, were soon bridled and sad- 
dled. Two adult riders hoisted themselves 
into the saddles, despite the leather’s violent 
protests, to ride our prizes home. 

That afternoon, after the demand for 
tides had somewhat dwindled, my sister 
Connie and I asked to go riding by our- 
selves. Our request was granted, partly be- 
cause I had to leave for academy the next 
day, and partly because we were the two 
oldest girls. 

I was heading in Red’s direction, intent 
on mounting him, when father’s voice star-: 
tled me. 

“Dolores, you will have to ride Blackie 
until you get over being so nervous. The 
horses can tell you’re afraid of them, and 
they get skittish and hard to handle.” 


12 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





Saught— 
BY a 
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| couldn’t stop the horse, and chickens scattered in all 





a HORSE! 


——" HAM 


JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


ttered in all directions as we charged through the flock. 





I swallowed hard, while tears of self-pity 
and resentment came unbidden to my eyes. 
Why, oh, why did grownups always have to 
throw a horseshoe into the middle of my 
fun? 

“And you know that Red is too high- 
spirited for you to manage.” Father was still 
speaking. 

“But, Dad,” I pleaded, “you know I won't 
get to ride after today, and 5 

“Sorry, but those are my orders,” dad in- 
terrupted in a firm tone. 

“Connie,” he then turned to my sister, 
“now remember Red is a trained cow-cutter 
and a quarter horse besides; he is very 
sensitive to every movement. Don’t give 
him too much rein. You know how he 
reared up when that boy was riding him? 
He'll do the same for you if you pull the 
reins back suddenly.” 

Father continued with other instructions, 
but I was too jealous and angry to hear what 
he was saying. So Connie, younger than I 
and adopted too, was to ride Red! She had 
never even ridden before today—and I had. 
It was just not fair; they were always pick- 
ing on me. I sympathized with myself as I 
clutched and climbed my way independ- 
ently atop Blackie’s broad back and waited 
glumly for father to adjust the stirrups. My 
second youngest sister was already declared 
a natural horsewoman, and even my young- 
est sister supposedly wasn’t as afraid of 
horses as I was. 

“Ride together, don’t go off the farm— 
twenty acres is plenty of riding room. And 
remember, not over a trot!” I heard vaguely 
as we started to ride. 

Hasn't he ruined my ride enough with- 
out this too? Why, a trot isn’t half as fast as 
a canter, and a canter is only half as fast as 
a gallop. In my mind were visions of my 
riding, long hair streaming in the breeze, 
the horse’s hoofs beating a rhythmic stac- 
cato as we galloped for miles under a lazy- 
clouded Florida sky. But now, thanks to 
dear old dad, that would never happen. 

I rode in silence, sullenly. When I spoke, 
it was to the horse. “Now, Blackie, please 
catch up with Red. Do you have to poke? 
Your reins are loose enough—so get 
along!” 

My pleading was accompanied by a swift 
kick in the ribs. Blackie halfheartedly loped 
—until her nose was even with Red’s tail 
—and no farther! With this I had to be 
content, until 
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“Just where do you think you are going, 
old lady?” I gave the reins a determined 
jerk to encourage Blackie back to the path. 

“Probably heading for home, as dad said 
the horses would,” was Connie’s accurate 
observation. 

“That’s what she thinks! She'll not get 
there while I’m a-riding her,’ I muttered 
sourly. 

Silence reigned. But not for long! 

“E-eek! I’m falling off!” Blackie and I 
were going to have to have an understand- 
ing right there and then, I decided. 

“Hang on to the saddle horn and pull 
back on the reins.” Connie was trying to 
edge Red in close enough to help. 








WHEN MORNING COMES 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


When morning comes and sleep is past 
I smile to greet the day, 

And wonder how I'll spend it best 
To serve God every way. 


But still | know if I will look 
With care and thoughtfulness, 
So many ways all through the day 
I'll find to serve Him best. 


>> > > > >>> > > >> > > >>> >> > > > >>> >> > > > F 


“But I can’t do both at the same time,” I 
wailed, compromising by holding on with 
both hands to the saddle horn and flailing 
my feet wildly. 

What was happening? By some coinci- 
dence, Blackie had discovered a most ap- 
pealing delicacy which, unfortunately, she 
had just walked halfway over. So she ate 
it in the only logical way—by reaching her 
neck between her two front legs. It was also 
the most logical way to dispose of an un- 
wanted rider by making a slide of her neck. 
But I was not so easily detached. 
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Finally Blackie’s pranks had drained my 
small supply of patience. Red, on the other 
hand, had remained perfectly safe and sane. 
So I knew that father was wrong. 

“Connie,” I slyly suggested, “how about 
your trying to handle this old mare for a 
while? Red hasn't given you any trouble, so 
I'm sure I can handle him.” 

“Hadn’t we better ask dad first?” 

Circling back, I called, but the cackling 
of eight thousand hens drowned out my 
vocal efforts. 

“There’s no telling where he is. Besides, 
he wouldn’t want us to ride around the 
chickens—it would scare them,” I said with 
secret relief. I was fairly certain that father 
would not consider my hour’s ride enough 
practice to be able to handle Red. But I 
would show them all—just wait! 

“How will we swap horses without any- 
one to hold them?” There was a thought! 

“Oh, we'll manage somehow,” I assured 
Connie shakily. 

So we started to climb down. I held 
Blackie’s reins out to Connie while she 
handed me Red’s. Just as I was leaving 
Blackie, that horse very deliberately placed 
one of her hoofs on my right foot. 

“Ouch! That’s all I’m needing!” 

“Maybe she'll move it.” 

I favored my sister with a you-sure-can- 
be-dumb look, and proceeded to encourage 
a fast removal myself. After a few hinting 
raps on the offending leg, Blackie decided 
that the ground was not too level there—so 
she removed the misplaced hoof to another 
location. 

Limping, I crossed to Red and began to 
mount the turning, restless horse. Just as I 
had one foot in the stirrups and was half 
poised over the saddle—zingo! I was 
slammed into the saddle by the impact. Red 
had bolted! 

Directly in front of the fleeing horse— 
and my head—was a low-hanging branch. 
That limb was only the first of many I 
managed to duck in succeeding minutes. 

“Where is that other stirrup? I just must 
find the reins. Hang on to that saddle horn!” 
My mind whirled hazily as Red and I dodged 
around trees and buildings. He was headed 
for his old home at the Circle A Ranch, but 
I was determined he would never get there. 

Dust boiled up from his hoofs as we gal- 
loped under that same beautiful Florida sky 
—but this wasn’t exactly the way I had 

To page 16 





The Strange Case of the 
YELLOW BIBLES 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 





“TAKE BLACK COVERS OFF BIBLES. 
PUT RED AND YELLOW COVERS ON 
THEM.” So said the urgent telegram that 
arrived in the American Bible Society of- 
fice one day. 

If you think it strange that the Bible 
should have brightly colored covers instead 
of black, there was a reason, and I'll tell 
you in a minute what it was. This is only 
one of the experiences men run into when 
distributing the Bible around the world. 

In northern Japan the Bible colporteurs 
wrote to the Japan Bible Society and asked 
for bells to carry. “We work until it is al- 
most dark,” they explained. “Then as we go 
home wild bears come out. Send us bells so 
we can ring them as we walk and frighten 
the bears away.” 

It is easy to imagine these men going 
along the edge of the woods, homeward 
bound, ringing bells. Yet what an odd pic- 
ture it is of how Bibles are delivered. And 
maybe some of those Bibles are “our” Bi- 
bles, if we gave when an offering was 


taken up to help the American Bible So- 
ciety. 

A small boy in Bangkok, Thailand, may 
be waiting on his doorstep to buy one of 
our Bibles. The doorsteps reach down to the 
edge of the canals and the Scriptures are 
sold from boats. Perhaps a girl in India will 
buy a gospel tract to read to her family and 
the neighbors as well. 

“My mother and father can’t read,” she 
might say to us, “yet look what I am able to 
do. Thanks to you, I can give them the good 
news that Jesus Christ is their loving Sav- 
iour.” 

Bibles and Scripture portions are not 
given away. They are sold, and for a very 





good reason. People value things that cost 
them something. An outright gift comes too 
easy. A young person might well shrug his 
shoulders and say, “If I lose this one I can 
get another easily enough.” 

An especially interesting experience is 
described by Dr. Leighton Holgren. He was 
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working in Africa for a tribe that knew 
practically nothing about civilization. He 
was expecting a delivery of five thousand 
Bibles. Then he learned a peculiar thing, 
and in a great hurry he cabled the New 
York office of the Bible Society. “Take 
black covers off Bibles. Put red and yellow 
covers on them.” 

The Bibles were being readied to take to 
the ship. But no one questioned the urgency 
of the strange message. Off came the black 
covers and on went red and yellow ones. 
The explanation came later. 

A Kituban tribesman had seen Dr. Hol- 
gren’s black Bible and had run into the 
bush to hide. “Black is the color of the devil, 
Bwana,” he said. Black was taboo in that 
tribe, but red and yellow were welcome. A 
color so common to us stood in the way of 
salvation, but many were saved by red and 
yellow Bibles. 

So it takes wisdom and courage to spread 
the message to everyone in every nation. 
But the job is going forward, and when it is 
finished, Jesus will come. 





Lion Frightened by a Song 
From page 9 


they dropped their loads and stretched out 
on the grass. As he frequently did when 
alone, the missionary broke into song, send- 
ing forth the words of a familiar hymn. 
The tall grass had hidden him from the 
boys, but they could follow his movements 
by the sound of the singing. 

Suddenly one of the boys gasped and 
pointed with his finger down the path. 

“Wah—look!” 

A large black-maned lion had stepped 
out of the grass, and now stood across the 
path which the missionary had taken. His 
ears were cocked at a sharp angle, listening 
to the song. He had never heard any animal 
make such a noise, but of one thing the 
beast was sure. Something alive had gone 
down that path, and it might taste good for 
breakfast. 

The boys looked on in horror. What 
should they do? What could they do? 
Should they shout and warn the bwana? 
No! That would only bring the lion charg- 
ing at them. 

The missionary, meanwhile, had finished 
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his drink, and with his bottle refilled was 
following the path straight toward the 
point where the lion was still waiting. The 
boys with stark terror on their faces 
watched to see their beloved missionary 
walk into the lion’s open jaws. 

They could hear him coming nearer. He 
was singing again now, and the boys knew 
the song well: 

“Sun of my soul, O Saviour dear! 

It is not night if Thou be near; 
O may no earthborn 

The song faltered abruptly as the mis- 
sionary rounded a curve and came face to 
face with the lion, not more than fifteen 
feet away. For two or three seconds there 
was complete silence. Then the song began 
again: 

“—_——cloud arise 

To hide Thee from F 
And the missionary, with nothing more 
dangerous than a water bottle for a weapon, 
walked toward the savage beast. 

But the lion had had enough. Moved by 
some sudden impulse, he turned aside. One 
long spring carried him into the deep grass, 
leaving the path unobstructed. And the mis- 
sionary, with praise in his heart and on his 
lips, rejoined the trembling boys. 

“Oh, Bwana,” stammered Elijah, “we 
thought we might never see you again. And 
I thought how could I go back and tell the 
dona {lady missionary} that I had seen a 
lion carry you off?” 

“Yes, Elijah, we have much to be thank- 
ful for,” said the missionary. “Isn’t it won- 
derful to know that when we are doing 
God’s work His angels are near to protect 
us from harm?” 








Taught by a Horse! 
From page 14 


imagined it. It wasn’t a breeze that was 
blowing through my hair—it was a torrent 
of wind that threatened to take my head 
with it! 

Fortunately, the reins had caught on the 
saddle horn. I tried to take up the slack 
with one hand while I held desperately to 
the saddle with the other. 

“Whoa, Red!” Frantically I shouted and 
pulled, pulled and shouted, standing up in 
the stirrups as I tried time and again to 
check his headlong flight. I was crying from 
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anger and fright while I slowly wound the 
reins around one wrist as fast as I could win 
an inch or two. 

“Oh, stop! You've just got to stop before 
we get to the road. We'll both be killed by a 
car if you don’t. Oh! Stop, you dumb, dis- 
obedient animal!” But as soon as I had 
spoken, the wind flung the words back at 
me. Why, I was the disobedient one. How 
could I expect a horse to mind when the 
rider wouldn't? 

At last, with his nose almost straight up 
in the air, Red slowed to a reluctant halt— 
just a few yards from the paved road. 
Numbly, I let out the reins a little before 
he could start in “reverse gear.” 

Finally, I managed to turn him toward 
the corral, talking and stroking him sooth- 
ingly all the time. 

However, as I leaned forward to straighten 
a stirrup, Red seized the opportunity to make 
another dash for freedom. Caught off guard, 
I felt the reins being ripped savagely from 
my wrist, and the world spun dizzily. Red 
was going between forty and forty-five miles 
an hour as we galloped up a narrow lane, 
then made a sudden left turn to veer around 
a neighbor’s garage. 

“Help, Mr. Feeback!” I screamed both 
in terror and hope as I saw our neighbor 
standing by the building. But there was 
nothing he could do. 

By this time I was hanging precariously 
to the left side of the saddle while it grad- 
ually slipped to one side. Soon I would be 
under the horse. 

“Oh, God,” I breathed fervently, “please 
let me get off this creature alive and I'll 
never disobey again. Oh, please forgive 





“Turn, Red, turn!” But I was powerless 
to guide him as we rapidly bore down on 
an electric-light pole. By the narrowest of 
margins, a last-minute swerve made us 
miss it. 

The hens were literally “hitting the ceil- 
ing” as we streaked by, stirrups and reins 
flapping wildly. The way now was getting a 
little harder to travel and, just when I felt I 
coulda’t possibly hoid on for another min- 
ute, Red slowed down. I was struggling my 
way back into the saddle, groping be- 
wilderedly for the reins, as we loped 
around the end of the last chicken house 
and headed for the corral. 

There he was! Warned by the chickens’ 
flare-up, my dad stood ready to grab Red's 
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John Keith Leach, age 13. 1109 Broadway, Niles, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Swimming, coins, stamps, baseball, 
airplanes, sports. 








bridle as we headed toward him. But Red 
knew that this was the end of the road for 
him—and he stiff-legged to a halt. 

Numb, sore, shaking from top to toenail, 
I slid out of the saddle. When I regained 
my feet and my knees would support me, I 
saw dad looking at me. I must have been a 
pathetic sight as I stood there—my hair 
wildly streaming over my shoulders, clothes 
torn, tears making paths through the dust 
on my cheeks—and father knew I had al- 
ready been punished. 

“Go to the house, Dolores, and wash your 
face,” he said gently. 

And I obeyed. I had been taught how— 
by a horse. 


Spunky 
From page 8 


a reply came Spunky dug out under the 
foundation one night and disappeared. 
The next morning father was driving 
up the highway, and when about a mile 
from the house he saw a black object near 
the road. There could be only one Spunky, 
so there was no mistake about his identifi- 
cation. Dad could tell from car tracks on 
the shoulder that someone had swerved off 
the pavement deliberately to run over our 
beloved pet. We have had _ several pet 
skunks since, but none will ever be like 


Spunky. 
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The Castle on the Cliff 
From page 3 





Next morning saw the cricket match in 
full swing. All those who weren't playing 
in the match were lustily supporting the 
game. All, that is, except Larry and Ted, 
who had made the most of the occasion 
and were well on their way to the ruins. 

Soon they caught a glimpse of the castle 
tower in the distance. 

“Tll race you there!” challenged Ted. 
But Larry had longer legs and was the first 
to reach the spot. 

For some time they explored the dun- 
geons, but since they hadn’t any lights with 
them, they couldn’t risk going farther into 
the dark, musty underground passages, 
which they had heard led into caves that 
were once closely guarded secrets of a no- 
torious band of smugglers. 

The strong sunlight almost blinded the 
boys as they came out of the darkness and 
made their way to the battlements, where 
they inspected the old cannon and the mas- 
sive cannon balls beside them. 

“Not much here,” commented Ted. “I 
vote we climb the tower.” 

“Good idea,” agreed Larry. In a few mo- 
ments they had scrambled up the worn 
steps that led to the top of the fine old land- 
mark. 

“Oh, what a super view!” exclaimed Ted, 
looking over the turret. “The old baron 
who built this place surely had an eye for 
scenery. We can see for miles from here.” 

“H’'mmm, a jolly good thing, too, when 
there was the risk of an invasion at any 
time.” 

“Larry!” gasped Ted as he glanced at his 
watch. “Talking of time, do you realize it’s 
almost three o'clock? The rest of the fel- 
lows will be starting out for here in half an 
hour. Maybe we should have waited for 
them, after all. We'll never get back to 
camp before they find we're missing!” 

“Well, it’s no use wishing that now,” 
said Larry, displaying a wisdom that he 
had hitherto lacked. “We can’t make it by 
road, for that would take more than half 
an hour. But we can climb down the cliff. 
There’s a short cut from the beach to the 
camp. I saw it from the tower. We'll be 
back in minutes and ready to join the 
crowd before they set off.” 

Ted looked dubious. 

“Say,” crowed Larry, “you're not scared, 
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are you? It’s not more than a couple of hun- 
dred feet down, with good footholds, and 
we're both sure-footed. You stay and wait 
for old Mr. Lee if you like, but I’m off!” 

Not to be outdone, Ted reluctantly fol- 
lowed the example of his brother and be- 
gan to lower himself gingerly over the 
cliff's edge. 

But he hadn’t descended more than a few 
feet when a piece of rock he was clinging 
to began to move! 

He felt a prickly sensation at the back of 
his neck, and perspiration burst out in 
beads on his forehead. 

“Look out, Larry!” he yelled as he 
slithered down the face of the cliff, grab- 
bing wildly for something to hold onto. For- 
tunately, his hands found the roots of a 
shrub, and, groping around with his feet, 
he managed to find a narrow ledge to sup- 
port him. 

However, his slide had dislodged more 
of the chalky cliff, and with a rumble, the 
part of the cliff where Larry was standing 
gave way, and Larry and the debris landed 
in a heap on the beach! 

Ted’s heart gave a sickening lurch as he 
heard the fall and his mind conjured up a 
nasty picture. Because of his own precarious 
position he dared not move his head to look 
below. He almost feared to breathe, for the 
slightest movement might jeopardize his 
position on the flimsy ledge. 

From way down he heard a moan. His 
brother was alive at least! 

“Larry! Larry!” he called, forgetting his 
own situation. “Are you hurt?” 

“Stupid!” muttered Larry. “Am I hurt, 
after taking a slide like that! It feels as 
though every bone in my body’s smashed!” 

However, looking up at Ted, he quickly 
sized up the situation. If he wanted to save 
his young brother’s neck he had to act, and 
act fast! 

“Hang on, Ted,” he shouted. “Don’t 
move! I’m off for help. I just feel a bit 
shaken, that’s all.” 

To tell the truth, Larry was in a good 
deal of pain. He was bruised all over from 
his fall, and pain in his arm and ankle 
made him grit his teeth. 

But his brother was still more than half- 
way up the cliff, and at any moment the 
flimsy ledge might crumble under his 
weight. “I’ve got to go on!” He prayed, 
“Please, God, help me to make the camp in 








time!” And so with great difficulty he stum- 
bled along. 

His hunch was right. There was a short 
cut to the camp. But to Larry, aware of the 
need for urgency, the journey seemed end- 
less. 

At last he came to the camp field. He'd 
made it! But was he too late? 

Mr. Lee and some of the boys were 
Our: together. There was some ani- 

mated talk going on, and Larry had an un- 
comfortable feeling that he and Ted were 
the cause of it. 

One of the boys spotted him coming, 
and at once all eyes were on him. 

“Where have you 2” began Mr. Lee, 
but his words faded, as, overcome with the 
excitement and pain of the last half hour’s 
experience, Larry fell unconscious at the 
camp director’s feet. 

Mr. Lee took a look at him, and his 
trained eye detected the chalk from the 
cliff on his torn and dusty clothing. If 
Larry was in this condition, what had hap- 
pened to his missing brother? 

Quickly Mr. Lee organized the boys. 
Gerry, who had a certificate in first aid and 
nursing, was detailed to stay and look after 
Larry. The other boys were supplied with a 
first-aid kit and a stretcher. Mr. Lee, carry- 
ing a rope, led the party to the ruins. 

Never was the ground covered more 
quickly. In record time Mr. Lee had lo- 
cated Ted and brought him to safety. 

Several years have passed since that day, 
and Larry and Ted are now in positions of 
responsibility themselves. But they will al- 
ways remember the time when their camp 
holiday was ruined because they wanted to 
do things their own way. 





Eddie’s Overalls 
From page 11 


@ ikepression started, and the owner of the 
store has said we must not sell any more 
goods on credit. I’m terribly sorry, but I 
would lose my job if I disobeyed his orders.” 
The manager had a sympathetic look on his 
face, but sympathetic looks don’t buy over- 
alls. 

“Thank you just the same,” Mr. Smith 
said. He left the store very downhearted and 
walked slowly down the street, thinking: 






MORNING WATCH 


Animals 
July 
23. Ps. 22:21 Save me from the lion’s mouth 
24. 2 Tim. 4:17 _—_— Paul delivered out of lion’s mouth 
25. Ps. 34:10 Young lions suffer hunger 
26. Dan. 6:22 Angel shut the lions’ mouths 
27. 1 Kings 13:24 Lion used to bring justice 
28. Heb. 11:33 Faith stopped the lions’ mouths 
29. Job 38:39 God supplies even the lion’s ap- 


petite 








“I hate terribly to disappoint Eddie. He 
works hard looking after Belle and helping 
me care for the house. He does more than 
anyone would expect a fellow his age to do. 
But,” he sighed, “I’ve done everything I 
can think of. I must finish the little business 
I have left now and hurry home.” He 
walked faster. 

Belle woke from her nap and went to 
the porch where Eddie was again sitting. 

“Hey, Eddie,” she called. “Don’t you 
think we'd better get some supper ready? 
Daddy will be home soon and he'll be hun- 


“Yes, and he'll be tired from all that 
walking around town. You go to the cellar 
for potatoes and I'll help you peel them; 
then I'll have to bring some wood for the 
stove while you get some green beans ready 
to cook,” and Eddie disappeared around the 
house headed for the woodpile. 

Just as Eddie’s dad was getting into his 
old Ford truck to go home, a tall farmer 
came running up the street shouting, “Hey, 
Mr. Smith, wait a minute.” Arriving at the 
truck panting, he said breathlessly, “Here is 
that five dollars I borrowed from you sev- 
eral years ago. Remember? Once my wife was 
sick and I didn’t have any money to buy 
medicine so you lent me five dollars. I didn’t 
mean to wait so long to pay it back. Guess 
I'd about forgotten it myself. Then a few 
minutes ago, while I was walking along the 
street, I felt impressed to pay it back be- 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





Lesson theme for the third quarter: "Lessons From the Gospel of John." 


V—Jesus Heals a Cripple 


(July 29) 


MeMorRY VERSE: “Verily, verily, I say unto 
you, He that heareth my word, and believeth 
on him that sent me, hath everlasting life, and 
shall not come into condemnation; but is passed 
from death unto life” (John 5:24). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the healing of the crippled 
man in John 5:1-9. Read the memory verse sev- 
eral times. Repeat it each day. 


SUNDAY 


The Pool of Bethesda 

Open your Bible to John 5. 

Near the sheep market in Jerusalem was a 
pool called the pool of Bethesda. Look in verses 
2 to 4 and see who were to be found around that 
pool at certain seasons of the year and why 
they went there. 

There was a superstition that at certain times 
of the year the waters were agitated in some 
way, and that the first one to step into the wa- 
ters after this movement would be healed of 
any disease he might have. People from all over 
came to the pool and eagerly watched to see the 
waters move. So many people came that shelters 
had been erected to protect them. It was a piti- 
ful sight to see men, women, and children, crip- 
pled, sick, blind, or deaf, eagerly waiting for 
the waters to be troubled. There was always a 
wild stampede to see who could get into the 
pool first when the waters were troubled. Many 
were seriously hurt by those who trampled over 
them when trying to be the first to get into the 
water. 

It was a group of these waiting sufferers that 
Jesus saw one Sabbath day when He was in 
Jerusalem, and it filled His heart with pity. 
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For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
201, par. 2. 

THINK how many suffering people there are 
in the world, searching for some way to find re- 
lief. 

Pray that you may be able to give hope to 
those who suffer. 


MONDAY 


Jesus Heals the Cripple 


Open your Bible to John 5. 


That Sabbath day as Jesus saw the crowds 
of people about the pool His heart was filled 
with pity for them. Their condition was the re- 
sult of sin that Satan had introduced into the 
world. His eye caught sight of one man whose 
condition was worse than the rest. In verse 5 
find who this man was. 

“Wilt thou be made whole?” Jesus asked him. 
Find how the man replied to this question, in 
verse 7. 

The poor man, crippled as he was, had not 
been able to compete with the pushing, sera 
bling people, all trying to be the first to get into 
the waters after they were troubled. There was 
no one to help him, but as Jesus went up and oa 
spoke to him, hope sprang up in his heart. Per- 
haps he thought Jesus would be able to help 
him in. Read verse 8 and find what Jesus said 
to him. 

The man did not protest and say, “I can’t 
walk. Why, I’ve been a cripple for thirty-eight 
years.”’ Without any hesitation he got up, took 
up his mat, and walked. Read verse 9, first part. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
02. 
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THINK how unhesitatingly the crippled man 
obeyed Christ’s command. 


RESOLVE to be quick to obey. 
TUESDAY 
The Jews Protest 


Open your Bible to John 5. 


The healed man stood up, then stooped to 
gather up the rug and blanket that made up 
his bed, as Jesus commanded him to do. Then 

he looked around for the One whose word had 
@:: strength to his paralyzed limbs, but 

esus was nowhere to be seen. The man went 

on his way home, rejoicing and praising God 
at every step, for after thirty-eight years of 
helplessness, each step he took was indeed a 
miracle to him. 

He met several Pharisees as he went along 
the way, but instead of being glad at his resto- 
ration, they were unhappy. They accused him 
of breaking the Sabbath by bearing a burden 
—the blanket and rug that made up his bed! 
Find in verse 11 how he answered them. 

In his happiness the man had forgotten that 
it was the Sabbath, but even if it was, he felt 
sure he had done no wrong in doing what One 
who was so obviously in touch with Heaven 
had told him to do. Find in verse 12 what the 
Pharisees next asked him. 

They knew that Jesus was the only One who 
could perform such a miracle, but they asked 
him so they would have strong proof that Jesus 
could be accused of Sabbathbreaking. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
203, pars. 3, 4. 


THINK! Do you rejoice with those who have 
been specially blessed? 


Pray that you may not have a harsh, unsym- 
pathetic spirit. 


WEDNESDAY 


“Sin No More” 
Open your Bible to John 5. 


Try to {tidgitie the happy man bursting into 
his home and telling his loved ones all about 
his healing. After this, where was the first 
place the man wanted to go? Read verse 14 
and find what Jesus said to him. 

The healed man had gone to the Temple to 
offer a sin offering and a thank offering for his 
restoration to health. His illness had been 
brought on in part by his sinful life. Our Lord’s 
warning words made him aware that he had 
been as much in need of spiritual healing as of 
physical healing. 

He was overjoyed at seeing again the One 
whose word had released him from his prison 
house of suffering, and he eagerly pointed Jesus 
out to the Pharisees as the One who had healed 
him. There was no suspicion in his mind that 
the Pharisees only wanted Jesus pointed out to 
them so they could take Him and accuse Him 
of breaking the Sabbath by healing on that 
day and telling the man to carry a burden. 
Find what this led to, in verse 16. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
204, pars. 2, 3 

THINK how often physical illness results from 
sin. 

Pray that you may not bring illness on your- 
self by habits of intemperance. 


THURSDAY 
True Sabbathkeeping 


Open your Bible to John 5. 


The Jews brought Jesus before the Sanhedrin 
to try Him on the charge of breaking the Sab- 
bath. The Romans would not allow anyone to 
be put to death for this so-called crime, but the 
Jews hoped to be able to bring other charges 
against Jesus which the Romans would think 
serious enough to have Him put to death. 

“Multitudes who were not interested in the 
harangues of the rabbis were attracted by His 
teaching. They could understand His words, and 
their hearts were warmed and comforted. He 
spoke of God, not as an avenging judge, but as 
a tender father, and He revealed the image of 


Jesus healed the man at the pool on Sabbath to show that Sabbath is a day for doing good deeds. 
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God as mirrored in Himself. His words were 
like balm to the wounded spirit.”"—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 205. 

Yet He who had created the earth and estab- 
lished the Sabbath for man’s good was being 
accused of breaking it! Read verses 17 and 18 
and find what Jesus said that made the Jews 
still further incensed. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
206, pars. 1-3. 

THINK what a terrible thing jealousy is, and 
to what lengths it leads people. 

Pray that you may not let jealousy spoil your 
life and the lives of others. 


FRIDAY 


CHECK THE RIGHT ANSWERS: 


1. Where did the events of this week’s lesson 
take place? 
Beside the pool of Bethesda. 
In the Temple. 
In the Sanhedrin council room. 
2. What did the angel do at certain times at 
the pool, according to superstition? 
Dry up the water. 
Trouble the water. 
3. Who, according to the legend, could find 
healing there? 
The first to get into the pool after the 
troubling of the water. 
The one who was most ill. 
4. How long had the man whom Jesus healed 
been ill? 
Two years. 
Thirty-eight years. 
Since birth. 
& How did Jesus heal him? 
By helping him into the water. 
By telling him to get up, take up his bed, 
and walk. 
6. On which day of the week was this miracle 
performed? 
Friday. 
Sabbath. 
Sunday. 
7. When the Jews learned of it, of what did 
they accuse Jesus? 
Of breaking the Sabbath by healing. 
Of telling someone to break the Sabbath. 


Review the memory verse. 





Eddie’s Overalls 


From page 19 


cause you might need it.” Before Mr. Smith 
could even say Thank you, the man left as 
fast as he had come. 

With a happy heart he returned to Town 
Dry Goods. 





The same young woman who had waited 
on him before met him as he walked in. 
“May I help you?” she inquired pleasantly. 

“Yes, you surely may,” Mr. Smith said 
grinning almost boyishly as he picked up a 
bright new pair of overalls. “I would like a 
nice yellow dress also.” 

“We have some very pretty dresses over 
here,” said the clerk, leading him across the 
store to a rack of dresses of all colors and 
sizes. 

“Tl take this one,” declared Mr. Smith, 
picking out a bright-yellow frock that any 
eight-year-old girl would be proud to own. 

Driving home in his rattling old truck, a 
few minutes later, Mr. Smith did some 
thinking: “I know Eddie and Belle will be 
very happy tonight, but I still don’t under- 
stand about that money. I don’t remember 
lending that man five dollars—but it 
couldn’t have come back at a better time.” 

When the old truck groaned to a halt be- 
hind the farmhouse, two happy children 
rushed to meet their father. 

“Dad, did you get my overalls?” in- 
quired Eddie hopefully. 

“Yes, son, I got your overalls and, Belle, 
I bought a pretty yellow dress for a very 
sweet girl if she has been good and helped 
her brother this afternoon.” 

“Oh, yes, I have been very good, and I 
worked hard helping Eddie fix supper too,” 
said Belle jumping with glee. 

“Dad, I just knew you would bring me 
those overalls,” said Eddie softly. 

“How did you know, Eddie? I wasn’t 
very sure for a while myself.” 

“Well, after you had gone to town I went 
to the barn and asked Jesus to see that you 
got them. I knew He would,” answered 
the starry-eyed lad. 

Tears were running down Mr. Smith’s 
face as his two happy children danced into 
the kitchen to eat. “Thank You, God,” he 
whispered. 








COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney. 








Vol. 9, No. 29 


JUNIOR GUIDE 


July 19, 1961 


Editor: LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


Associate Editor: WALTER T. CRANDALL 
Editorial Secretary: JUANITA BYRD 
Subscription _. in U.S., 


one — eac 
three or more 


address to JUNIOR pe Wasktoneie 12, 
22 / JUNIOR GUIDE 


Consulting Editors: L. A. SKINNER, E. B. HARE, G. M. MATHEWS 


Circulation Manager: R. G. CAMPBELL 


U.S. possessions, and Canada: one year, $5.50; six months, $2.90; in clubs of three or more, 
.25; six months. each $2.25. Other countries: one mga {6-2 
5.00; six Yam each $2.65. In changing ad » send both the old 


$3.30; in clubs of 
and the new 


5; six months, 






















































* Act Now 


WuiLeE Tuis WONDERFUL 


WatTcH OFFER Lasts 


Barbara: A petite watch, but a great value. Deli- 
cately styled for the discriminating. Case is color 
of yellow gold; noncorrosive back. Matching gold- 
filled expansion band. Easy-to-read skip-figure dial 
with domed crystal. 17-jewel movement is shock 
protected with Incabloc. Unbreakable mainspring. 
Retail $62.50. 


Militia: Ruggedly constructed for young men. 
A tremendous value for anyone. Chrome top case 
with stainless steel back is water resistant. Match- 
ing steel combination expansion band with black 
insets. Luminous hands, hour dots. 17 jewels. Un- 
breakable mainspring. Incabloc shock protection. 
Retail $55.00. 


Let Life and Health help you earn one of these fine 
watches! Here’s how: Any young person who sells 
8 subscriptions or 80 single copies of the NEW Life 
and Health and turns in the full amount of $40.00 
to his conference publishing department secretary 
will receive the watch. 
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Animals of the Bible, No. 5—By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT © 1961 BY THE REVIEW AND HERALD, ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


The reference to throwing idols to moles 
and bats is apt, for they are fond of digging 
around ruins and trash dumps where refuse 
is likely to be thrown. The people to whom 
it was written understood the utter worth- 
lessness that their gods would come to. 


THE MOLE 


“In that day a man shall cast his idols of 
silver, and his idols of gold, . . . to the moles 
and to the bats” (Isa. 2:20). 


The mole here mentioned is not 
the ordinary insect eater of Europe 
and America, for it is not found in 
Palestine. It is rather the mole rat, 
a bulb-eating rodent in some ways 
similar to the pocket gopher of the 
Western States. This gray animal 
is about eight inches long, tailless 
and blind. It has rudimentary eyes 
covered with skin, and it is en- 
tirely sightless. The external ears 
are lost in the long fur that covers 
its featureless form. Its teeth are 
large and they project forward. No 
doubt they are helpful in digging 
as well as in gnawing at roots. 
Though it works mostly at night, 
it is also fond of lying in the sun 
at the opening to its burrow. 


Mole rats spend most of their lives underground 
in the dark dunnels they dig. When coming down a 
row of carrots in a garden they can do considerable 
damage. A captive rat did well on a diet of onions 
only. In their burrows they store quantities of bulbs. 


24 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





